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When he had returned to his companion, my neighbour
becoming less laconic informed me that Nina was a dancer,
and belonged to the Count de Ricla, captain-general of the
principality of Barcelona. She had been living at Valencia
for some weeks, as the bishop would not allow her to remain
in Barcelona on account of the scandal; the count, he said,
was madly in love with her, and allowed her fifty doubloons
a day.
Which she doesn't spend, I hope,' I said.
'She can't, but she commits a thousand follies every day,
for which she has to pay dearly.'
As soon as the bull-fight was over, I accosted the dancer*
She received me as she was stepping into her fine carriage,
drawn by six mules, and invited me to breakfast with her
on the morrow. I replied that nothing would delight me
more. She lived in a very large house about a hundred steps
from the city gates, surrounded by immense gardens; the
furniture was costly, and in good taste. The first thing that
struck me was the crowd of servants in brilliant liveries,
and the waiting-maids and serving-women, all elegantly
dressed, who were coming and going in every direction. I
heard an imperious voice scolding loudly in the room to
which I was being conducted; the voice belonged to Nina,
who was rating a scared-looking individual, who was stand-
ing near a table spread with his wares.
'You must excuse my being furious,* said Nina, 'but this
Spanish fool wants to persuade me that these are good laces.*
They really were, but as I did not want to contradict
her on my first visit, I said I was no judge.
cMadame,' said the merchant, at last becoming impatient,
'if you do not want the lace, leave it; do you want the other
materials?'
^es; and as for your lace, to show you that it is not
From stinginess that I won't take it	' She caught up 9
pair of scissors and hacked it into bits.
*It is a great pity,' said the man who had brought me he
message the evening before. 'People will say you are mad.

